I quit the field*   My troops of strength and reason

at love's light hand have come upon defeat,
and my ten lustres with my hair's grey treason

sound at the end of strife the long retreat.
Blame not my will, but blame the singing season

if than my wish your fame is less complete*
I am not treacherous Paris nor false Jason;

'tis Nature loops her shadow round my feet.
'Twixt sweet and bitter, hope to fear as neighbour,

love polished in my smithy what he lent me;
nor do I mourn my pain, lost time, lost labour,

but scold myself and your false pride that shent me.
You may repent, if you have aught of kindness,
but late repentance heals not agelong blindness*
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